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“Anyway, here It 1s: You got the
‘esseintials, op to a certain polnt, from
Brooks. Bat Le dido't tell 1t all—his
kind pever does, not by u long shot,
They, the four of them, It seems, held
a meeting as soon as I shipped out
thit gold and put through that stock-
selling scheme. That was legitimate.
1 couldn't restraln them from that, be-
fog & hopeless minority of one, Thelr
chilef object. however, was to let two
or three friends ln on the ground floor
of & good thing; alse, they wanted
each a good bundle of that stock while
it was cheap—figuring that with the
prospects I had opened up It would
sell high. So they bad it on the mar-
ket, and In sddition bhad everything
framed up to reorguoize with a capi-
tallzation of two hundred and fifty
thousand dollars. This' all cut and
dried before I got there, Now, as It
origlouily stood, the five of us would
each have made a small fortune on
these Klappan clalms, They're good,
But with a quarter of a milllon In out-
standing stock—well, it would be all
right for the fellow with a big block.
But you can see where I would get
off with a five-thousand-dollar inter-
est, To be sure, a certuln proportion
of the money derived from the sale of
this stock should be mine. But it goes
into the treasury, and they had it ar-
ranged to keep It In the treasury, as a
fund for operations, with them doing
the operating. They had already indl-
oated their bent by voting nan annusl
wtipend of ten thousand and six thou-
sand dollars to Lorimer and Brooks
as president and secretary respective-
ly. Me, they proposed to quiet with a
manager's wage of a mere flve thou-
sand a year—after I got on the ground
and began to get my back up.

“But they capped the climax with
what I must cold-bloodedly character-
ize a8 the baldest attempt at a dirty
fraud I ever encountered. And they
had the gall to try und make me a

party to it. To make this clear you
must understand that I, on behalf of
the company and acting as the com-
pany's ageot, grubstaked Whitey Lewis
and four others to go In and stake
those clulms. 1 was empowered to
nrrange with these five men that If the
clitimg made a decent showing each

should receive five thousand dollars In
stoek for assigning thelr clalms to the
company, und should have employment
at top wages while the claims were
operated,

“They surely earned it. You know
what the North is in the dead of win-
ter. They bucked their way through
a hell of frost and snow and staked
the claims. If ever mwen were entitled
o whnt wng due them, they were,
And not one of them stuttered over

&
“That Was When | Smashed Him.”
his barguin, even though they were
taking out weekly as much gold as
they were to get for thelr full share,
They'd glven thelr word, and they
‘were white men. They took me for a
white man also, They took my word
that they would get whut was coming
1o them, and guve me In the company’s
name clear title to every clalm, I put
those titles on record In Hazelton, and

came home,
and Brooks deliberately
withhold that stock, to de-
men, to steal—oh, 1 ecan't
strong enough. Brooks
with n grin: ‘“The prop-
the company's nume—Ilet the
roughnecks swent n while, They've
got no eotne-back, anyway.'
*That wus when I smashed him. Do
3 08 bliue me? I'd taken over those
lows' clnlmws In good falth, Could
4 go back there nnd face those men and
oy Boys, the company’s got your
Oinims, und they won't pay for them.'
e you think for a minute I'd let a
hanc of lily-fingered crooks put sny-
like that over on stmple, square-
i fellows who were too honest
i profect their own Interests from
jI'p practice? A quartette of soft-
odled mongrels wheo sat o aphol-
ptored office chairs while these others
paillowed through six fest of anow for
' weeks, living on bacon and
4, toograb a pot of gold for them!
t makée my flat donble up when 1
N ubout it
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“And I wouldn't be put off or placat-
€d by a chance to fatten my own bapk
roll. T didn't care If I broke the Free
Gold Mining company and myself Hke-
wise, A dollar doesn't terrify nor yet
fuscinate me—1I hope It never will, And
while, perhaps, It was not what they
would eall good form for me to lose
my temper and go st them with my
fists, I was fighting mad when 1 thor-
oughly sensed thelr dirty project. Any-
way, it helped bring them to time.
When youn tuke n man of that type and
cuff him around with your two hands
he's upt to listen serious to what you
say.  And they listened when [ told
them in dead eurnest pext day that

Whitey Lewis and his partners must
have what was due them, or I'd wreck
the bunch of them if It took ten years |
and every dollar [ had to do it. And
I could have put them on the tramp,
too—they'd nlready dipped their fin-
gers In where they couldn't stand Htl-
gutlon, I'm sure of that—or they
would never have come through ; which
they did.

“But I'm gorry I ever got mixed up
with them. I'm golng to sell my stock
and advise Lewls nand the others to do
the same while we can get full value
for it. Lorimer and that bunch will
manipulate the outfit to death, no mat-
ter how the mine produces.

“That's all of that. Ldon't care two
whoops about the money. There is
still gold in the Klappan Range and
other corners of the North, whenever
I need it. But it nauseated me. 1
can't stand that cut-throat game.  And
Granville, like most other citles of Its
kind, lives by and for that sort of
thring. The pressure of modern life
makes it loevitable. Anyway, a town
is no place for me. 1 ean stomach it
about so long, and no longer. It's too
cramped, too girded about with petty-
lurceny conventlons. If once you slip
and get down, every one walks on you.
Everything’'s restricted, priced, tin-
kered with, There is no reml freedom
of body or spirit. I wouldn't trade a
comfy log cubib in the woods with a
blg fireplace and a shelf of books for
| the finest home on Maple drive—not If
I had to stuy there und stifle In the
dust and smoke and smells. That
would be a sordld and fmpoverished
existence. 1 cannot llve by the dog-
eut-dog code that seems to prevall
wherever folk get Jammed together in
au unwieldy social mass, 1 have sald
the llke to you before,

“By nature and training I'm unfitted
to live In these crowded places. 1 love
you, little person, I don't think you
realize how much, but I cun't make
you happy by making myself utterly
| miserable. That would only produce

the Inevitable reaction. But I still
think you are essentially enough like |
me to meet me on common ground,
You loved me and you found content-
ment and joy at our lttle cabin once.
Don't you think it might be waiting
theres again?

“If yon really care, If I and the old
North still mean anything to you, a
few days or weeks, or even months of |
separation won't matter. An affection
that cun’t survive six months is too
fragile to go through life on. I don't
ask you to jump the next train and
follow me. 1 don't ask you to wire me,
‘Come back, Bill' Though I would
come quick enough If you called me, 1
merely want you to think It over so-
berly and let your heart decide, You
know where I stand, don't you, Huzel,
dear? I haven't changed—=not a bit—
I'm the same old Bill. But I'd ruther
hit the trall slone than with an un-
willing partner. Don't flounder ahout
In any qulcksand of duty. There is |
no 'l ought to' between us. !

“So It is up to you once more, little
person. If my way I2 not your way 1|
will ablde by your decision without
whining. And whenever you want to
reach me, a8 message to Felix Cour- |
volseur, Fort George, will eventually |
find we, I'll fix it that way.

“So long, little person. I like you &
heap, for all your cantankerous ways.

“BILL."

She lald aside the letter, with a
lump in her throut. For a brief Instunt
she was minded to telegraph the word
that would bring him hurrylng back.
But—some of the truths he had set
down In cold bluck and white cut bher
deep. Of a surety she had drawn her
wenpon on the wrong side lo the min-
ing trouble, Overhasty?—yes. And
shamefully disloyal, Perhiaps there was
something In It, after all; that is to
say, It might be they had made n mis
tuke. 8he saw plaloly enough that
unless she could get back some of the
old enthusiusim for that wilderness life,
unless the fascination of magnificent
distances, of silent, breathless forests,
of contented, quiet days oo trall and
gtream, could Iny fast hold of her
again, they would only defer the day
of reckoning, as Bl had said,

No, she wonld not attempt fo oall
him back. Bhe doubted If he wonld
come. And she would not go—not yet.
She must have tlme to think. -

Altogether, as the first Impression of
BIlls lettor grew less vivid to her sheo
considered her grievances more, And
she was minded to act as she had sot
out to do—to live her life as seemed
best to her. gother than pocket her
pride and rejoin BUL Phe feminine

[ Instinet to compsl the man to eapltu-

late nsserted Itself more and more
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A month passed.

During that thirty-day period she re-
celved a brief note from Bill. Just a
few lines to say:

“Hit the ranch yesterday, little per
son. Looks good to me. Went fishing
lust night about sundown. Trout were
rising fine. Nalled a ten-pounder,
Woke up this morning at daylight and
found a buck deer with two lady
friends standing In the middle of the
clearing. I loafed a few days in Fort
George, gort of thinking I might hear
from you. Am sending this ont by
Jake. WIill start for the Klappan
about day after tomorrow.”

She had not apswered his first let-
ter. Bhe had tried to. But somehow
when she tried to set pen to paper the
righ.t words would not come. She
lacked his facllity of expression.
There was so much she wanted to say,
so little she seemed able to say. As
the days passed she felt less sure of
her ground, less sure that she had not
sacrificed something preclons to a
vagary of self, an obsession of her own
ego,

And slowly but surely she began to
view all the activities of her circle
with a critical eye. Certaln of her
friends had become tentative enemies,
Kitty Brooks and the Bray womenfolk,
who were a pumerous and infiuential
tribe, not only turned silent faces
when they met, but they made war on
her In the peculiar fashion of women.
A word here, n suggestive phrase
there, a shrug of the shoulders, It all
bore fruit. Other friends conveyed the
avid gossip. Hazel smiled and ignored
it. But In her own rooms she raged
unnvallingly.

Her husband had left her. There
was a man in the ease, They had lost
everything. The first count was suf-
fictently maddening because It was n
half truth, And any of it was irritat-
ing—even If few believed—since |t
niide a choice morsel to digest in gos-
slpy corners, and brought sundry curl-
ous stares on Hnzel at certuin times,
Also Mr.,"” Wagstaff had caused the
stockholders of Free Gold a heavy loss
~—which was only offset by the fact
that the Free Gold properties were
producing richly. None of this was
even openly flung at her, She gathered
it plecemenl. And it galled her, She
could not openly defend either Blll or
herself agalnst the shadowy scandal-
mongers,

Slowly it dawned upon her, with a
bitterness born of her former experi-
ence with Granville, that she had lost
somethipg of the stunding that certain
elrcles Tund accorded her as the wife
of a successful mining man. It made
her ponder. Was Bill so far wrong,
after all, In his estimate of them? It
was n disheartening conclusion,
had come of a family that stood well
in Granville; she had grown up there;
if lifetime friends blew hot and cold
like that, was the game worth playing?

In so far as she could she gave the
lie to some of the petty gossip, Where-
as at first ghe had looked dublously on
spending Bill's money to maintain the
standard of living they had set up, she
now welcomed that deposit of five
thousand dollars as a meuns to dem-
onstrate that even In his absence he
stood behind her financlally—which
she beguan to perceive counted more
than anything else. So long as she
could dress (o the best, while she could
ride where others walked, so long as
she bhetrayed no lNmitation of re-
sources, the doors stood wide. Not
what you ure, but what you've got—
ghe remembered Bill saylng that was
thelr holiest creed.

It repelled her. And sometlmes she
was tempted to sit down und pour it all
out In a letter to him, But she could

not quite bring herself to the point. |

Always behind Bill loomed the vast
and dreary Northland, and she shrank
from that.

On top of this, she began to suffer
a queer upset of her physieal condi-
tion. All her life she had been splen-
didly bealthy; her body a perfect-
working machine, aflicted with no
wenknesses, Now odd spasmodic palns
recarred without rhyme or reason In
her head, her back, her Hmbs, strik-
ing her with sudden polgnuney, disap-
peuring as suddenly.

She wad stretehed on the lounge one
afternoon wrestling nervously with a
particularly acute attack, when Vesta
Lorimer was ushered In,

“You're almost n st " Hazel
remurked, after the first greefings,
“Your outing must have been pleasant,
to hold you so long"

“It would have held me longer,”
Vest returned, “if T dida't have to be
In touch with my market. I conld live
quite happily on my island eight
months in the year, But one can't get
people to come severnl hunidred miles
to n sitting. And 1 feel inclined to ac-
quire a living income while my vogue
lasts,™

“You're rather a wilderness lover,
aren't you? Hazeél commented. "1
don't think you'd love it ns dearly if
you were buried alive In It

“That would all depend on the elr-
cumstances,” Vesta replied. “One es-
capes many disheartening things In a
ctountry that & still comparntively
primitive, The contlousl grind of
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keeping one’s end up In town gets
terribly wearisome, I'm always glad
to go to the woods, and sorry when I
have to lenve. But 1 suppose it's large-
ly In one's polut of view.”

They chatted of sundry matters for
n few minutes,

“By the way, Is there any truth In
the statement that this Free Gold row
has created trouble between you and
your husband? Vesta asked abruptly.
“I dare say it's quite an impertinent
question, and you'd be well within
your rights to tell me it's none of my
business. But I should like to con-
found some of these petty tattlers, 1
haven't been home forty-elght hours; |

“You're Almost a Stranger,” Hazel Re.
marked, After the First Greetings.

yvet I've heard tongues wagging. 1
hoope there's nothing in It. 1 warned
Mr. Wagstaff against Paul”

“Warned him? Why?" Hazel neg-
lected the question entirely. The blunt-
ness of It took her by surprise. Frank
speech was not a chbaracteristic of
Vesta Lorimer's set.

The girl shrugged her shoulders.

“He Is my brother, but that doesn’t
vell my eyes,” she sald coolly. “Paul
i too crooked to lle stralght in bed.
I'm glad Mr. Wagstaff brought the lot
of them up with a round turn—which
he secws to have dope, If he had used
A club instead of his fisis It would have
been only their deserts. 1 suppose the
fuss quite upset you?"

“It did,” Hazel admitted grudgingly.
“It did more than upset me.”

“l thought as much,”™ Vesta said
slowly, *“It made you Inflict an Inde
served hurt on a man who should have
had better treatment at your hands;
not only because he loves you, but be-
cause he ls one of the few men who
deserve the best that you or any wom-
an can give*

“You've sald quite enough” Hazel
erled. “If you have any more insults,
please get rid of them elsewhere. |
think you are—"

“Oh, I don't care what you think of
me,” the girl Interrupted recklessly.
“If 1T did 1 wouldn't be here. I'd hide
behind the conventional rules of the
game and let you blunder along. But
I ean't. I'm not gifted with your blind
egotism. Whatever you are, that Bill
of yours loves you, and If you care
anything for him, you should be with
him. I would, if I were lucky enough
to stand in your shoes. I'd go with
him down Into hell kself gladly If he
wantted me to!"

"

“Oh!" Hazel gasped. “Are Yyou
clean mad?"
“Shocked to death, aren't yon?

Vesta fleered. “You can't understund, |
can you? 1 love him—yes. I'm not
ashamed to own It. I'm no sentimen-
tal prude to throw up my hands in hor
ror at s perfectly natural emotion.
But he is not for me. 1 dare say I
couldn't glve him an added heartbeat
If I tried. And 1 have a little too much
pride—strange ag It may seem to you
—1to try, so long as he {g chained hand
and foot to your chariot. But you're
making him suffer. And I care enough
to want him to live all his days hap-
pily. He Is a2 man, and there are so
few of them, real men. If you can
make him happy, I'd compel you to do
so, if 1'had the power. You couldn't
nnderstand that kind of a love. Oh,
I could choke you for your stupid dis
loyalty. 1 could do almost anything
that would spur you to action. I ean't
rid myself of the hopeless, reckless
mood he ix In. There are so few of his
kind, the patient, strong, loyal, square-
dealing men, with n woman's tender-
ness and a lion's cournge. Any woman'
should be proud and glad to be his
mnte, to mother his children. And
you—"

She threw out her hands with a sud-
den, despalring gesture, The Dblue
eyes grew misty, and she hid her face
in her pulms, Before that passionate
outburst Hazel sat’ dumbly amazed,
starlog, uncertain. In a second Vesta
lifted her head deflantly,

“1 had no notlon of hreaking out like
this when T came up® she sald quiet-
Iy. “I was golng to be very adroit. 1
Intended to give you a friendly boost
along the right road, if I eould. But
it hos all been bubbling inside me for
n long time. Yon perhapa think it very
unwomanly—but 1 don't eare much
what you think. My little heartache
Is Ilncidental, one of the things life

“THRE

deals us whether we will or not, But
if yon eare In the least for your hus-
band, for God's sake make soma ef
fort, some sacrifice of your own petty
little desires, to make his road a little
pleasanter, a little less gray than it
must be pow, You'll be well repaid—
If you are the kind that must always
be pald I full. Don't be a stiff-necked
idiot. That's all I wanted to say.
Goodby 1"

She was at the door when she fin-
ished. The click of the closing eatch
stirred Huzel to speech and action,

“Vestan, Vesta!" she cried, and ran
out into the corridor,

But Vesta Lorlmer neither heeded
nor halted. And Hazel went buck to
her rgom, quivering. Sometimes the
truth is bitter and stirs to wrath. And
mingled with other emotlons was a
dull pang of jealousy—the first she
had ever known. For Vesta Lorimer
was benutiful beyond most women;
and she had but given ample evidence
of the bigness of her soul. With
shamed tears creeping to her eyes, Ha-
zel wondered if she could love even Bill
50 intensely that she would drive an-
other woman to his arms that he might
win happiness.

But one thing stood out clear above
that paloful meeting, She was done
fighting against the blankness that
seemed to surround her since Bill
went away. Slowly but steadily it
had been forced upon her that much
which she deemed desirable, even nec-
essary, was of little weight in the bal-
ance with him. Day and night she
longed for him, for his cheery volce,
the whimsieal good humor of him, his
kiss and his smile. Indubltably Vesta
Lorimer was right to term her a stiff-
necked, selfish fool. But If all folk
were saturated with the essence of
wisdom—well, there was but one thing
to be done, Silly pride had to go by
the board. If to foce gayly a land
she dreaded were the price of easing
bis heartache-——and her own—that
price she would pay, and pay with a
grace but lately learned.

She Iny down on the lounge again.
The old palns were back. And as she
endured, a sudden startling thought
flashed across her mind. A possibil-
fty?—yes. She hurried to dress, won-
dering why it had not before occurred
to her, and, phoning up a taxi, rolled
downtown to the office of Doctor Hart.
An hour or so later she returned. A
picture of her man stood on the man-
tel. She took it down and stared at it
with a tremulous smile.

“Oh, Billy-boy, Billy-boy, I wish you
knew,” she whispered. “But I was
coming, anyway, Bill!"

That evening, stirring about her
preparations for the  journey, she
puused, and wondered why, for the
first time since Bill left, she felt so
utterly at peace.

CHAPTER XVIIL

Home Again.

Twelve months works many n
change on a changing frontier. Hazel
found this so. When she came to plan
her route she found the G. T. P. bridg-
log the last gap In & transcontinental
system, its tralns westbound already
within striking distance of Fort
George. She could board a sleeping
car at Granville and detraln within &
hundred miles of the ancient trading
post—with a fast river boat to carry
her the remalning distance,

Fort George loomed up a jumbled
uren of houses and tents, log bulldings,
frame structures yellow in thelr new-
ness, strangers to paint as yet. On
every hand others stood in varying

His Round Face Lit Up With a Smile
of Recognition.

stages of erection. Folks ' hurried
nbout the sturdy beginning of e fu- |
ture greatness, And as she left the
bont and followed a pgw-laid walk
of planks toward a hotel, Jake Lauer
stepped out of a store, squarely Into
her path,

Hiz round face lit up with a smile
of recognitibn, And Hazel, frevh from
the long and lonesome journey, was
equally giad to sot eyes on a famillar,
n genuinely friendly face.

(TO BE CONTINUED)

Sound reason Is given to few, but

those few exert influenon,
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It’s Poor Economr to |
Endure_ a Bad Back

N these of rising prices,
and the i

tired and

You can't afford to kidney

o Doanre Koo Fille Sy ingses to take you Cet o bes
o [ ] .

o h:lgm ay. ey have helped
Personal Reports of Real Cases

AN ILLINOIS CASE.

AN |IOWA CASE,

Geo. Mahurin, 1¥ Main St v iy
Canton, [, says: "1 u:‘ad ::0 Mrs. Henry Witt, 6th and Mich
have sharp pains across my back | 18an Sts, Storm Lake, Iowa,
urt over my kidpeys, Many | says: “Kidney complaint came on

imes I was lald up for three or

four days at & time, 1 couldn't
Eet around to do anything. My
ldneys wers in a weak and dis-

orfered condition and 1 was
obliged to li.'“ u? several times
At night. very little move sent
sharp pains through my back and
I-::gmra.l N':thlng Im:m1 ht mol
re an mporary rellef untl

1 began using Doan's Kidney

me and undermined my health
with a dintressing pain and weak-
ness, The kidney secretions gave
me no end of trouble, my limbs
swelled and there wers puffy sacs
under my eyes Others of my
family had been benefited by
Doan’s Kidney Pills and I used

Pills. They soon helped me and them. They relleved me from the

t‘r‘r::'l;l: :ad pmkor:ddxa:mxn‘glu first nnd. soon restored me to good
a areg. L

have M‘orpgmn both:l":z mt: heaith. 'Since then my kidneys

bave given me very little trouble.

my kidneys, which speaks well
Doan's." I can't pralse Doan’'s enough.”

’ KRIDNEY

DOAN'’S %iits

60c & Box At All Stores. Foster-Milburn Co., Buffalo, N. Y., Chemists

Cruel Comment.
“My wife was stung on that last bon-
net she got.” “No wonder; she's al-
ways got a bee In It."

1 bet

His Species.
“What a mean-looking fellow,
he's a bird.”
“Yes, he's a stool plgeon."”

Just Missed It.
“DId your son get his degree?
“Noj; the jury returned a verdict of
munsinughter.™

Alias Slacker.
“Pn, what is a pucifist 7
“A pacifist, my son, Is a bachelor
who's afrald to get married.”

-
The man with a pull doesu’'t have to Excessive politeness s seldom om
knock, speaking temos with truth.

Both Ends

Aﬁléraﬁ.'ﬂiﬁnssumt?r
The Middle

(The Packer)

The consumer wants to pay a low
price for meat.

The farmer wants to get a high
price for cattle.

The packer stands between these
conflicting demands, and finds it im-
possible to completely satisfy both.

The packer has no control over the
prices of live stock or meat, and the
most that ean be expected of him is
that he keep the difference between
the two as low as possible. He does
this successfully by converting animals
into meat and distributing the meat
at a minimum of expense, and at a
profit too small to be noticeable in the
farmer’s returns for live stock or in the
meat bill of the consumer.

Swift & Company’s 1917 transac-
tions in Cattle were as follows:
Average Per Head
Sold Meat to Retailer for « « $68.97
Sold By-products for « s« o« 2409
Total Receipts « « s o« 9306
Paid to Cattle Raiser « » « Baa
Balance(not paid to Cattle Raiser)  8.61
Paid for labor and expenses at
Packing House, Freight on Meat,
and Cost of operating Branch
distributing houses . . . . 2.32
Remaining in Packer’s hands as
Returns on investment . . . § 1.29

The net profit was $1.29 per head, or
' mom-fumhofamtperpmd

| By what other method can the dif-

ference between cattle prices and beef
E.bubomndomnu. u:;_huwun
and consumer be better satisfied ?

1918 Year Book of interesting and
facts sent on request.
Address Swift & Company,

Union Stock ¥ ago, Nlinois




